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BEN, à Sailor, 


M E N. 


BLU FF, a Soldier, 


TOM, à Tinker, 
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RIU XOM JOAN. 


A Chamber. 


Enter Joan, followed by her Mother. | 
RECITATIVE. : 


MoTHER, 


AUGHTER, I think 'tis time that you ſhou'd marry, 
| You have three offers, then no longer tarry. 

17 WRcſolve at once; when old, you will en 

of being forc'd to gnaw the ſheets in vain : 

hen prithee give yourſelf no prudiſh airs; ; 

onſider, what's a maid at her laſt pray'rs ? 


| 


AIX. 


Oh!] cou'd I recal the paſt time, 
And like you were juſt in my prime 
The man that I lov'd at my feet, 


My happineſs wou'd be compleat ! 
B Put 


„ 


But alas! I am grey, 
And the men turn away 
From a face that is furrow'd by age. 
Time alters one quite; 
For what gave delight 
No longer has pow'r to engage. 


RECITATTVE. 


Joan, | 


To ſee me ſettled is a mother's care ; 

But mine to chuſe. To force my will forbear : 
I neer can like the Soldier, Tinker, Tailor; 
"If cer I marry, twill be Ben the Sailor, 


RECITATIVE, 


MorgzER. 


Sailors, you know, are given much to roam; 

Tis ten to one if ever he comes home: 

Or if he ſhou'd, perhaps he'll prove falſe-hearted 
You have not heard from him ſince laſt you parted. 


ag” to) 


I Ret 


Joan, 


Dear Mother, don't worry ! 
I'm not in a hurry; 
The bloom is not off o'the . 
I yet may be bleſt 
With the man I like beſt ; 
For ſtill I'm in hopes he will come, 


RECITATIVE. 


| MoTHER. | 
I'll ſend your lovers—Hear what each can ſay | 
Don't contradict me! I will have my way. [ Exit, 
AIX. 
Joan, 


Whate'er-in life's my future lot, 

A ſtately dome or humble cot ; 

In buſy crouds oblig'd to dwell, 

Or Solitude's ſequeſter'd cell; 

Let me in him I love be bleſt— 
l aſk no more—Fate ſhape the reſt! 


LOS 


Enter Tinker. 


RECITATIVE. 


TinxrR. 


Your ſervant, Joan. I'm come to know your mind: 
If that to marry me you're but inclin'd, 

Cheerful as birds we'll live, as freely roam, 

| Affur'd in ev'ry place to find a home. 


A 1 N 


If my Joan wou'd but ſmile, 
With my budget I'll toll ; 

PI work and I'll ſing, 

With a ting ting ting; 

In the villages round . 

My kettle PII ſound, 

That the folks ſhall attend 
To my bellows to mend? 


RECITATIVE 


Joan. 


Pray do you think theſe limbs were made to trudge i it, 
ind after you to bear your edious budget? ma 
er 
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Enter Tailor. 


SECFTATIYE 


TaiLoR. 


Sharp as a needle, came a cruel dart 
From thoſe bright eyes, that pierc'd my tender heart. 
Have pity, Joan! my bills I can't enlarge— 
Silk, twiſt, and ftay-tape I forget to charge. 
Cabbage I cannot, uſeleſs is my hell: 
What will become of Snip 1 cannot tell! 


1 
My heart's ſcorch'd in my breaſt, 
Like a ſeam that is preſt 
By a geeſe over-heated : 
Some comfort give, 
Let poor Snip live 
I deſerve to be better treated, 
Don't look ſo ſhy ! 
Sweet Joan, comply! 
Or elſe poor Snip mult die! 
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RECITATIVE. 


Joan. . 


Few words are beſt : Experienc'd matrons tell us, 
Never to wed ſuch wifbey- waſhey fellows, 
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Enter Soldier, ſinging @ march. 


REECE &F+VE. 


Bekold your Soldier, juſt return'd from war. 
We've beat our foes, and brought home many a ſcar; 


None cou'd withſtand my fury, in the fight— 
By conqueſt gain'd, I claim you as my right. 


A745) 


The thund'ring drums did beat to battle, 
And murd'ring cannens too did ratile ; 
The enemy fiercely aſſail'd, 
And death with its horrors prevail d: 
Heavy moans; 
3 | Dying groans, 
| Cou'd be heard midſt the loudeſt at 4 
I fought for your ſake, 
Made the enemy quake, 
And with conqueſt return to 4280 arms. 
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| RECITATIVE. 9 
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| Joan. 19 7 

What ſhall I do? beſt ſet them by the ears, — [ Ade; 


Send them away. [To Soldier. 
| SOLDIER [ro Joan. ] 


III rid you of your fears — | 
To 


1 1 


o win her heart, and make my courage known, [ Aſide. 
ul drive theſe hence—and then —the town's my Own.— 
March off ! U Taylor] — Retreat! [to Tinker|—or elſe III 


make you run [ue both}. 

TaiLoR [ae Tinker.] 
Ne'er mind his bluſt ring we are two to one. 
Tixxkn [to Tailor. 


ll odds I ſcorn—to fight is not your plan; 
Let Joan decide, which is the happy man. 


T R I 0. 
SOLDIER... 


Brazen-face | ſto the Thiter]—Cabbage head? ! [ro the Tailor] | 


I wonder you dare 
To hope for ſucceſs tis the brave win the fair. 


TAILOR. 


Drunken ſot! [79 Tinker )--Shew your ſcars! [“ Soldier] behind, 
I dare ſay, 
EF Laid on by the drummers for running away 


T iNKER, 


bon I Soldier] ſneaking aſs! (0 7 ailor] — come, come, 
both come 


Fil trim you [10 T, aller] and I 1 | make you ſound like a drum. 
. 1 Soldiers, 


4. ihe FEW en of the Tri rio, enter Sailor, 
REC N 


[ 12 J 


RECITATIVE 


SAILOR, 


What ſtorm is this? I gueſs how blows the wind. 
Belay your tongues, and hear me ſpeak my mind : 
If for the wench you quarrel, know ſhe's mine; 
And but with life, I'll Buxom Joan reſign, 


RECITATIVE. 


Joan. 
Oh! welcome, welcome, to theſe arms again. | [To Ben. 
| SAILOR. 1 
My deareſt girl! | 
Joan. 


My worthy, honeft Ben! 


 RECITATIVE. 
SAILOR, 


My lads, you'd better fer. ſome other cour/e : 
Sheer off! or, zounds, I'll make you do't by force! 
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»Tis for landmen to prate, 
Such trifling I hate, 

To wheedle and cajole is their plan; 
For a licence let's haſte, 
We have no time to waſte ; 


Tis actions that beſt ſpeak the man. 


I'm a rough honeſt Tar, 
Juſt landed from far : 
My heart cannot change like the weather; 
As the needle tis true, 
And points only to you; 
Let the parſon then 1 us together ! 


A I R. 


Joan, 


Since you're conſtant and true, 
Il be fo to you, 
Here's my hand! to be yours I conſent. 
You're the man of my heart! 


SAILOR, 
You're the 5 of my heart ! 


Born. 


Oh! may we ne'er part, 
Nor ever have cauſe to repent. 


D | RE CI. 


RE CITATIVE. 


SOLDIER. 


Blood, you're a lad of ſpirit give you joy « 
Honour alone ſhall now nay thoughts employ. 


VAUDEVILLE. 


SOLDIER, 
[To the Tailor and Tinker.] 


Since in love we've not fi 

For our Country let us fight! 

Let our quarrels paſs unheeded; 
In the public cauſe unite. 


Fo T1NKER. 
To the Soldier.] 
Your example I ſhall follow ; 
Hamm'ring this affair won't mend. 
[To the Sailor. 
I'm not like my kettle, hollow, 
Bear no malice—I'm your friend! 
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| Taro. 
[To the Sailor. | - 
Buxom Joan you claim a right to, 
And on Sip ſhe looks ſo cold! 
[To the Soldier.) | 
If I'd courage I'd go fight too, 
But, alas! I don't feel bold. 


' TixkER 


To 
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TiNKER. . 

To the Sailor. Fr AIG 
Be you happy with your doxy | | 

To the Tailor. 

Boldly now the foe let's face. 


SOLDIER, + 


To the Tailor, tobo is ſneaking of] | 
Won't you fight then ? 


T a1LOR, 


Yes, by Proxy. 
Tom the Tinker—take my place ! 


& 1 K. 


Joax. 
[To the Sailor.] 
Tho' at home I'm left to languiſh, 
Trembling, anxious, and diſmay'd; 
I will bear my heart-felt angwſh, 
When On England needs your aid. 


AIX. 


SAILOR. 


Our foes can never have their will, 


If we're at home united; | 
They'll find we'll fight like Britons ſtill, 
Till all our wrongs are righted. 


. . | 6 | CHORUS. 


vp 
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To conquer in our Country's cauſe, 


* 


_ Each Briton will endeavour. 5 
Huzza! Old England, freedom, laws, 
And GrOoROR THE THIRD for ever! 
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